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my plans were ready! Far down in Asia the killing
has begun. Why does not the telegraph speak ? The
Powers will intervene. They will not let me die/'

"Sire," said the jester, "people are lighting lamps
in the street. They are firing guns. They are crying
' Long live the new Sultan 1' Your Majesty's brother
is proclaimed."

"I am the Sultan," cried the voice; "I am the
Khalif, I am the successor of the Prophet. Tell them
I am the successor of the Prophet I Tell them they
dare not kill me! "

"Sire," said the jester, "greatness shares the
common fate. The will of the Eternal is above all
monarchs."

The firing of many rifles was heard in the street
below. The door of the large chamber was flung wide
open, and a flood of yellow light revealed the piled up
luggage, the muffled forms of women, and a dark little
figure curled upon the divan, his head hidden in his
arms.

"Oh, be merciful/' he cried. "Spare my life, only
spare my life! What, would you kill a ruler like me ?
Would you kill an old, old man ? "

"Your Highness,1' said an officer in a quiet voice,
" dinner is served."                         *